AIRY-MAID, 


| 


| 


, 


With a Lick at the CREAM-POT, or Fading ROSE. 


To the Tune of, 


Packington 's Pound. 


more make me Drunk, which the yulgar call Merry : Theſe Drinks o're my Fancy no more ſhall preyail, but 1*le take a full ſocp at the mery Milk-Pail. 


I1. 
In praiſe of a Dairy I purpole to ſing ; 
Burt all things in order ; firſt, God ſave the King, 
And the QueenI may ſay, 
That ev'ry May-day, 
Has many fair Da:ry-44aids all fine and gay. 
Aſſiſt me, fair Dam'ſels, to finiſh this Theme, 
And inſpire my fancy with Strawberries and Cream. 


III. 
The firſt of fair Dairy-Maids, if you'll believe, 
Was Aaam's own Wite, yourGreat- grand-mother Eve : 
She miik'd many a Cow, 
As well ſhe knew how. 
Tho* Bztter was then not ſo cheap as 'tis now ; 
She hoarded no Batter nor Cheeſe on a Shelf, 
For the Buiter and Cheeſe inthoſe days made it ſelf, 


LY. 
In that Age or Time there was no damn'd Money, 
Yet the Children of /ſrael ted on ilk and Honey ; 
No Queen you could ſee 
Of rae higheſt Degree, 
But would milk the brown Cow with the meancſt ſhe 


Their Lambs gave them Clothing,their Cows gave them Meat. |* 


In a plentiful Peace all rheir Joys were compleat. 


V. 
Bat now of the making of Cheeſe we ſhall treat, 
That Nurſer of Subjects, bold Britains chief Mear ; 
When they firſt begin ir, 
Toſec how the Rennet 
Begets the firſt Card, you wou'd wonder what's init ; 
Then from the blue #ey, when they put the Cards by, 
They look juſt like Amber, or Clouds in the Sky. 
| VI. | 
Your Tzrkey Sherbet, and Arvabian Tea, 
is Diſh-warter-ſtuft ro a Diſh of new 4 hey 3 
For it cools Head and Brains, 
Il Vapours it drains, 
And tho' your Gu:s rumble, 'twill ne'r hurt your 2rains, 
Court. Ladicsi'th' morning will drink a whole Partle, 
And fend out their Pages with Tankard and Burtle. 


VII 
Thou Daughter of 74/4, and Morher of Batre, 
»weet Crears, thy due praiſes how ſhall I utter ! 
F.1; 1-nen at the beſt, 
A thing's well exprecſſt, 
we are apt toreply, That's the Cream of the feſt : 
Had I becn a Moxſe, I believe in my Soul 
I had long fincc bcen drowned in a Cream-Borrl. 


VIII. 
The Eliixir of Milk, the Durch-mens delight, 
2v Nu... 4 tumbiing thou bringeſt to light ; 
Lut Oh, the (oft Stream 
Tha' remains of the Cream ! 
1d Morpheus ne'r taſted ſo ſwect ina Dream ; 
It removes all ObſtruQions, depreſſes the Spleen, 
And makes an old Bawd li:e a W\ ench of Fifteen. 


Printed for the Uſe of 


a — S— 


I X. 
Amonglt therare Virtues that 44:1k does produce, 
A thouſand more Dainties are daily in uſe; 
For a Padding [ll tell ye, 
E r it goes in the Belly, 
Muſt have of good 44:4k, both the Cream and the Fell ; 
For adainty fine Pudding without Cream or Milk, 
Is kke a Ciiizen's Wife without Satten or Silk 


X. 
In the Virtues of A4ilk there's more tobe muſter'd, 
The charming Delights of Cheeſe-Cake and Cuſtard ; 
For at Totenvam Conrt 
You can have no Sport, 
Unleſs you give © xſtards and Cheeſe-Cakes for't : 
And what's the ack Pudding that makes you to laugh, 
unleſs he hath got a great Cu#ard to quaſf. 


XI. 

Both Pan-cakes and Fritters of Milk have good ſtore, 
But a Devonſhire White-pot requires much more. 

No ſtate you can think, 

Tho you ſtudy and wink, 
From the luſty Sack-Poſtert to paor Poſſ. t-Drink z 
But 4;z/k's the Ingredient, tho Sacks ne the worſe; 
For *tis Sack makes the Man, tho' Milk makes the Narſe. 


X11. 
But now [ ſhall treat of a Diſh that is cool, 
A rich clouted Cream, Or a Gooſe-berry- Fool 3 
A Lady Iheardteli, 


Nor far off did dwell, 
Made her Husband a Fool, and yet pleas'd him full well; 
G:ve thanks tothe Davry then every Lad, 
That from good-natur d Women ſuch Fools may be had, 


X [I]. 
| When the Dam'sel has got the Cows Teat in her hand, 
How the merrily ſings, whiles ſmiling I ſtand; 

Then with pleaſure I rub, 

Yet imparient I ſcrub, 
| When 1 think of the Bleſſings of a Sy/labub * 
| Oh Dairy-maids, Milk-maids, tuch Bliſs ner oppoſe, 
If er you'll be happy ; I ſpeak under the Roſe. 


XIV 
This Reſe was a Maiden once of your Profeſſion, 
Till the Rake and the Spade had taken potſcthon 
Ar lengthir was ſaid, 
| That one Mr. Eda- 
| 20nd did bothdig and ſow in her Parſiey-bed; 
But the Fool for his labour defervcs not a Ruſh, 
For grafiing a Thiſile upon a Roſe- Buſh. 
X v. 
Now Milk-maids, take warning by this Maidens fall, 
Keep whar is your own, and then you keepall ; 
Mind well your 4:lk-pan, 
And ne*r touch a man, 
And you'll ſtill be a Maid; lethim do what he cany 
I am your well-wiſher, then [iſt co my word, 


And give no tnore Milk than the Cow can afford, 


: 


